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Part | 


Author's Notes: 
Ok, so.. 


This was getting LONG. | had to split it in half. Please dont kill me. | am working on getting second half up as 


soon as i can. 

| am a busy girl with 40 kids. | am a teacher, it's what | do. | will try ny hardest to write more. 
Yes, | love Tracii x Axl. But | have not forgotten about my other pairings. | promise. 

Yes, i know i have other works to finish. | am, | promisell! 


Love you all :-) 


It was comfortable. 


It was 5 in the morning, and dark and | was more than slightly drunk. The floor was covered in shit: clothes, 
shoes, empty bowls and cups, liquor bottles and the occasional needle, so walking without shoes was dangerous. 


The carpet was filthy and threadbare, and the wallpaper didn't look any better. 


The only damn thing in this room worth salvaging was the couch. | found it in some old lady's trash the one 
day and dragged it into the house like some winner's trophy. At least it wasn't falling apart like the rest of this 
heap we lived in The dark morning shone through the grimy windows, but the sun hadn't come up yet. 
Everything was turning dark grey, fog was settling in. | could feel the waves of high hitting me from the 
smack. And | was staring at something otherworldly. 


His long, shiny and slightly oily red hair caught the grey light from the window. His leather pants clung to his 
thighs like slick ink His wifebeater tank top was old, faded and smelled like cheap beer. But it all emphasized 
every slender curve of his body. He'd definitely lost weight since I'd met him, not that he was heavy to begin 
with, but he still looked beautiful to me. In my alcohol and heroin infused haze, he was absolutely perfect. 


He collapsed onto the couch, sprawling out, a fresh pinprick on his arm. He closed his vibrant eyes and settled 
back into the upholstery, sailing on the clouds conjured up by shooting heroin. His hair fell over his shoulders 


gracefully. The color was so warm, like a campfire. wondered if the rest of him was that warm.. 


| fell on the couch next to him, trying not to squish him. The ceiling was swirling above me. He moaned in 


agitation. 


"Stop, dude, [m asleep." | heard him slur in a soft voice. But | nestled closer to him, shoving him into the back 


of the couch. It was cramped, but i didn't want to go anywhere else. 


"You're not." | stumbled. | wasn't the most articulate person in the world when | was drunk. Add in being high 
and it's a verbal train wreck. "Else you wouldn't be talking." | heard him sigh. 


"Go to bed. You're high. And drunk" His deep voice sounded scratchy and tired. | wondered if he was drinking 


enough water. Then | realized | didn't care about it enough at the moment. 


"So are you." Damn he was soft. And warm. Really warm. His exposed shoulder was bony, but if | placed my 
head at the right spot, it was soft enough to be comfortable. He smelled like wine and cigarettes, and they 
meshed together pretty well. Weird. | nuzzled his neck. It was really warm too, and his hair brushed my cheek. 
Better than a pillow. Damn, being high made me fucking cuddly. | felt like a damn cat. 


"IFs late." | heard him breathe. I'd never seen him so relaxed. The guy was always wound up like a spring, 


ready to fly at any moment. Now he was like a fat cat stretched out on a rug. 


"We've stayed up later..." | whispered in his ear, dodging his earrings and nibbling on it. | heard him inhale 
sharply. Music to my ears. | dunno what shampoo he used but it smelled good. REALLY good. buried my nose 
in his hair. | felt a small hand slide slowly up my arm, with soft fingertips. I'd played guitar for so long that | 
forgot what it felt like to have normal fingers. | looked over. He had such long fingers..perfect pianist form. He 


made it look so effortless. | could sit and watch him play for hours, wondering how something so complex and 
beautiful could seem so simple. Then again, | was always drunk on something. And everything he did was simply 


fucking beautiful. 


"Traci... He sighed slowly, exhaling deeply. | could barely hear him, his voice got so soft. | ran my fingers 
achingly up and across what felt like his collarbone; not many bones felt so narrow and smooth like that.it felt 


like it went on for miles... skated my fingers across it, back and forth. He shifted slightly. "That tickles... 


"Sorry bout that." | whispered in his ear, his strands of hair brushing my face. Speaking of tickling. nudged 
them out of the way with my nose. Oh yeah, | was gone . High on smack, alcohol and the goddamn intoxicating 
phoenix laying next to me. Fine by me. | kissed the spot right below his earlobe and earned a full-body shiver. 
Holy hell. | felt my dick stir to life. 


“Should go to bed." Axl said in a breathy voice, his eyelids at half-mast and slipping shut every now and again. 
They glowed in the deep grey light. "M sleepy.." He leaned his head back a little, revealing more of his pale 
throat. So soft and silky. | dragged my fingertips across it. Just like touching satin.. 


"Ok" | said, but | moved closer. | followed the line from his throat down back across his collarbone. He shifted 
again | moved even closer. My fingers glided down his chest, feeling his sternum underneath. | think thats 
what it was called, | never paid attention much in my high school anatomy class. All | know is that | wanted to 


memorize every single inch of his body, as if | was drawing a map of it. 


| rested my chin in the slot of his shoulder. Perfect. We fit together perfectly, down to the last curve. | felt a 
hand come up and slide fingers into my inky black hair, smoothing it out gently. | hummed in my throat softly. 
God, that felt so good.. 


"Like that?" Axl said softly, eyes closed, still massaging my head. | felt my eyes almost roll back Goddamn he 
had magic fucking fingers. | nod against his shoulder. | felt the pulse in his neck pounding against my head. 


"Thought you were tired" | murmured, high and relaxed against his throat. 


"Mmmm..." Was all | got. | felt his voice vibrate in his throat. | found the pale flesh of his arm and saw, even in 
the dark, the midnight black threads of ink on his left shoulder. | ran my short fingernails over each line, each 
curve, each painted block. | blinked. It looked like a watercolor river. God | felt so relaxed He reached up and 
over me and draped the arm | was tracing around my waist snugly, sighing deeply again. | was laying on his 
chest now. His eyes were still closed, but | could tell he was still awake--his breathing hadn't changed. 


| laid there for a few moments, relishing in the touch of his warm hand on my hip, the soft cotton of his 
shirt, the very gentle rise and fall of his chest as he breathed.| tried not to get sleepy myself. | kissed his 


chest tenderly, the only part of him | could reach at the moment. His scent was all around me. Intoxicating. 


"That feels good.." Axl sighed, turning his head towards the back couch cushion 
| put my head up on my arms and crossed them on his chest. Carefully, | ran my fingers through his soft 


hair. 


"You feel good.." | said against his lips, barely touching them, running a hand down his cheek and jawline. His skin 
felt like milk under my hand. | wonder if he ever used lotion | kinda doubt we could afford any. He pressed his 
lips to mine, brushing them with feather-light kisses that sent little jolts of electricity through my body. His 


hand came to my back and skated across it. | shivered as it passed up my spine. 
It suddenly didn't feel so uncomfortable anymore.. 


Our lips finally met with a dull heat, and | licked his chipped teeth and the inside of his mouth. He nibbled on 
my lower lip and carded his fingers through my jet-black hair, twisting each lock gently. | felt so breathless, 
like | couldn't get enough air, there was no air in the room, only warm fire from the beautiful red-head so 


close to me-- 


We broke apart, inches from each other. | could see the swirls of blue and green in his aquamarine eyes, 
glowing with a dim light that still pierced my soul. | could see the dusting of freckles on his nose and under his 
eyes. He hated them, but | thought they were sexy and adorable. The air in the room seemed so thick and 
heavy and it made me feel sort of sleepy. This shit was good .. 


| nuzzled his chest, the warm cotton soft against my ear. | heard his soft, slow heartbeat and my whole body 
relaxed; | felt like a melting popsicle. He stroked my head gently and lightly, playing with my hair. | traced 
circles on his chest, my hand slowly making my way down his chest, over his soft stomach and towards the 
waistband of his leather pants and belt buckle. My wandering fingers found the hem of his worn tank top. It 
was frayed; | could feel the uneven edge as | twisted it between my fingertips. | slipped my hand underneath it, 
touching the soft skin there. | wanted to touch more. | ran my hand across his stomach and gently pushed his 


shirt up, revealing his perfect, slender body inch by inch. He shuddered. | felt it. 


"Oh, fuck .." He breathed, his head tilting back and arching up slightly. | eyed him. My Holy Fucking God he was 
perfect in every way. And even though | was higher than the fading stars in the sky, | wanted him. 


"Anything you say, baby." | whispered, undoing his belt slowly. He sat partially up and smacked my hand away. | 
stared. His eyes met mine as he slowly, deliberately flicked the button open on his jeans and slid the zipper 
down, tooth by tooth. And my dick swelled up so fast it hurt. He kept his eyes on me the whole time. Sweet 
baby Jesus.. It felt like the air had been sucked out of the room. The dark grey light on the walls was getting 
lighter. 


| want you." Axl said in the softest, but heaviest voice | had ever heard him use. The hairs on my arms stood 
up. The drugs added a layer of dreamlike mist to everything. If was like being in a shower, and | never wanted 
to leave it. | inched closer on my hands and knees so that | was above him. He leaned back into the couch. He 


reached up his hand and slid my loose shirt off my shoulder. "Every last inch..." 


And he smoothed back my hair and kissed me tenderly, his tongue tracing the inside of my mouth. 
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